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PREFACE. 



It ifl well 1cnown to ali classical readers that tlie 
death of Marcbllus coDtinnalIy preyed upoa the mind 
of OcTATiA) who died of me]aDcholy abont ten year8 
before tbe Cbristian era. The Roman matron, altboogh 
tbe most virtuous of her age and nation, jet^ wantiDg 
the solace of Christian revelation, šank under a calamitv 
for wliich she Vuevr no remedy. I liave endeavoared to 
pfeserve her cbaracter throughout my 8ti*ain. 'Tis true 
indeed, vhen she wa8 8ecretly rebuked, and banished 
from Marc Anton y*s presence, the sveetness of her 
dispositiou induced her to palliate his conduct to her 
Brother. Vet, if, in her last lamentation, I bave raade 
her repine at the Trlamvir^s un-conjugal treatment, and 
even contrast the virtues of her beloved Marcellus 
with the Tices of Antont; may it not, ye spotless 
Matrons, be considered as a Tery natural interpretatioD 
of her feeling^ at that period? 
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Y£ARS of đelight in bright amj departing, 

Leave deep remembratiGe of the Bliss they gave. 

To comiog ills a sadder gicom imparting; 

Whilst I lie VhelmM beneath Life's dreariest waye, 

Alas ! my glowiDg Sun of joy is set, 

Why do I linger with the living yet? 

Time, heayy Time, hath taught me to endure. 

But my deep wound of Soul Time cannot cure. 
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I droop in deeper 8orrow day by daj, 
Nor can iiiy children chase my griefs away. 
Not that tbey are not duteous, good, and kind, 
Or fail their Mother's dearest love to bind 
To tbeir own beartg, by deeds of nobleness, 
Whicb sooth not one incurable distress. 
I gaze on inany, tbink alone on One^ 
Marcellus, niy loved, lost, and noblest Son! 
N'er sball I yiew so sweet a youtb as Thee, 
Tog early snatch'd from life, and love, and me. 
Thy Father^s nianly lustre and free grace 
Sat on tby form, and brigbtenM o*er thy face: 
Oh ! bow unlike tbe niasker Antony, 
Wild Pleasure's fierce, and untamed votary. 
Yet for niy BrotHer's šake I vainly strove 
To gain from bim a true return of love; 
Then darker grew my weary dajs of grief. 
To wbicb Time brings no solace, no relief* 
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My youth's best, fondest Hasband dead, and gone, 
I seem'd to wa1k the desert Earth alone, 
Alas! the faappy days of wedded love, 
^ Tbat we, Marcellus, bave together spent; 
Mournful to tbink of now, for wbat can move 
Unsparing Deatb once only to relent. 

And give tbee to iny fond embrace again; 
Ab ! vvbo sball so ređeem my speecbless pain ? 

And thou, Marcellus, image of tby Sire ! 
Wbo gain'd tby spring of Life but to expire, 
Wbat had'st ihoa done to tempt tbe Tyrant's rage, 
Or wberefore war on virtue sbould be wage? 
When Life's fair summer just began to sbine 
On tbee, witb ev'ry ripening, joyful sign 
Of fruiU, fuU wortby of thy noble race, 
The Grare received tbee in b^r cold embrace, 
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My blooming^ Prince of ev'ry fairest bope, 
Since thou wa8t number'd wiih the siknt dead, 
For me the flow'rs of Joj wou1d never ope, 
With thee their beautj, and their 8weetness fled« 

It sooth'd me yety to hearken to the Bard, 

Who lov'd thee with a tender, tn}e regard; 

Our sacred Virgil, whose melodious song, 

Couid make my hours seem brighter, and less long« 

In his sweet lay thy merit he records, 

In verse undjiag, Soul enchanting words: 

Rome, Rome, adored tliee, and thy name shall be 

A Star of g1ory to Postenty. 

Thine wa8 the feeling heart, the soul sincere, 

Benevolence of purpose ever clear. 

The breast self taught with FrieBdship's flame to glow; 

Tbe brigbt, and ready tear for other's woe. 
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Thy Parenf s darling, aud thy Countpjr's priđe. 
Ten thousand Roman hearts for thee^have fiigh'đ; 
A graieful Nation loudly spoke lhy prake, 
Enamour'd of thy:^kinđ, engaging^ ways, 
How đifferent from the state of those who shine, 
On1y to make sdl other SoiHs repine; 
dmpeach the goodness of the gpracious Gods, 
And set the earth with Heav'n at fearfol ođđs !— - 
Who in proud Tiče iniquitoiis1y gay 
Outflaunt the Sun, and yainly brave the day, 
In boundless riot, laxury profnse, 
Perrert pure Pleasure to its wor8t abuae« 

Thine wa8 an unpoUuted, fair Renown9 
Far above fickle Fortune's smile, or frown. 
But tbou art gone, and what remains for me 
Đut*to consume my days in misery« 
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To see a thonsand jojons Pareats smile 
Around me, as they yiew their ofispridg blooro ; 
With nothing left my sorrows to beguite, 
KDowing iny bopes lie witber'd in the Tomb. 

In thee I traced back my own early time, 
'^When life, and love, and joy, wel*e in their prime; 
liVben ev'ry littlc flow*r I lov'd to greet, 
And ev'ry song to my glad ear seem'đ sweet. 
liVhen ligbt of heart the day pass'd gaily by, 
And Grief oppressM b«t with a gentle sigh. 
And oh ! how swiftly fled the blisafnl bour, 
When seated in my tranquii summer Bower 
I listen*d to the music of my Boy, 
With ali a happy Mother's purest JQy, 
Humming as freely on yotiDg Rapture's wing. 
As the first welcome Đee that bails the Spring. 
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CoDie let me kiss and clasp this dyiDg iiower^ 
While it may be in vreeiping Fancj's power, 
Fresh, fair, aud sweet, whilst o*er iny mein*ry plays> 
The brigbter prospects of my youthful days; 
But ere pale twilight sball our land pervade 
T*will sink in deep, and everlasting shade. 
In vain each pleasant honr we strive to hoard, 
AVhich steals isome rapture ne'er to be restor*d. 
Sweet days farewell9 — ^now ali to me is dark, 
Wreck*d my fair hopes, and sunk tbeir shatter'd Barke 
The life blood freezes in my joyIess Yeins> 
PiercM is my heart by life corroding pains. 
1 die! I die! I sink beneath a weight 
Of woe89 too heavy for my mortal state. 
Far£well9 my Son^ farewell, my Brother dear, 
Đrop on my grave Affection's haIlow'd tear; 
Cherish myDaaghter, when I breathe no more» 
I WGuld not ha?e her maeh iiiy loss deplore. 
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Gentle Augustus, make it ali thy care 
To save her clays from fađing in Despair. 
My jouDgest bora Anton i a loves me wel]^ 
But ne'er can break iny sorrow's đeađly spelk 
On me bright Heav-n will never shed a ray^ 
My heart grows sicker, falling to decay; 
Suffer this grief worn špirit to đepart» 
In meccy to Octatia's breakiDg heart. 
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